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from a war which has wrecked its homes and
destroyed its children, the lessons that loom like
reproachful ghosts from the record of its past.

What is it, I ask myself, of which this long
journey through the devastated areas of my own
city has reminded me? Suddenly my memory
leaps back over nineteen years, and I recollect
driving, for many hours of an autumn day,
round the ruined villages of the Somme in 1921.

Winifred was with me then, Margaret is with
me now; and at first sight, perhaps, there is little
in common between the shattered streets of the
world's greatest capital, and those ruined agri-
cultural townlets. Yet the impression left upon
me by both journeys through the wreckage of
a civilisation is much the same, though the
strange sense of repeated experience is not
explained by the peculiar resemblance between
damaged houses robbed of their roofs and
ravaged trees deprived of their branches. Nor
is it due to the fact that the Old Ford Road, like
the demolished villages of Hebuterne and Villers-
Bretonneux, had to be labelled before I, or
anyone who knew it better, could have recog-
nised the district as its former self.

The linked memories are rather those of
Amiens Cathedral, where in 1921 we started our
journey by looking at the still-boarded windows
smashed by German shells, and the crucified
Christ gazing down in compassionate grief